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THE RUINED FOLD. 

f 

I. 

WoRPS of Love and hope to bear, 
Where an outcast sufferer lay, 

Was the Missionary's care, 
Through the crowded thoroughfew^ 

As he pressed his earnest way. 
On a darksome, wintry day. 

II 

All absorbed by sin and woe — 

How to grapple — ^how to cheer~ 
Sudden seemed the earth to glow, 

With an heavenly atmosphere, 

And sweet flowers to bud and blow. 

As an frngeFs step were near. 
11 



THE RUINED FOLD. • 

m. 
Onward still he wondering sped; 

Was it real, was it a dream ? 
Seemed all sia and sonow fled, 
^ And all life a peaceful stream, 
So the lovely yimn ^read, 

As beneath a wand supreme. 

IV. 
Came a stranger to his side, 

Gently spake with kindly smilei 
Sir, thou art a Christian guide, 

Tell me where thy flock th^ wlolc^ 
The dear Fold wh^r^ It^y abides, 

That the W9lf may poilx^fui}^ ' 

V. 

Melted then the Pastor's heart, 
Gushed emotion from his eye ; 

Now his grief Ee must impart^ 
In a sad and true x^eply :-^ 

Mine to sbare my Master'^ part^ 
Home nor fiddad &99k lwr# L 



. VI. 

With n\7 hiunble, houMleas aheep^ 
Mine M aroU ibe jb^moos o'«i^ 

Still to waJoderi watch, and weqp; 
Poor wrecked manners fiaboi% 

Ceaseless vigil still to keq), 
But all homeless evermoxe. 

VIL 
Soft again the stranger spake, 

Nay, ihy toil shall not be vain, 
For the great Good Shepherd's saki^ 

Thou hast borne such care and pain; 
Let thy heart with hope awake, 

Thou shalt not despair again. 

vm. 

With thee still thy Lord shall be, 

All his promises are sure ; 
These abounding tokens see. 

By his spirit all made pure: 

Be thou faith&l whispereth He, 

Great thy joy if thou endure. 
H 



THE BUINSD FOLD. 
VL 

Aflk, and lo, thou shalt reoeiye, 
And the temple soon shall risei 

Tis his work, his word believe, 
Faith hath power o'er earth and skieB, 

Go in peace, no more to grieve, 
Couragel thou shalt win the- prize I 

X. 

Passed the sweet illusion by, 
Came again the wo and shame, 

War, oppression, tear and sigh; 
Earth, through all her ruined firame^ 

Sending up.a mighty cry — 
Haste the Qospel to proclaim t 

XL 
Christians hear the humble call ; 

Oive a beam, a stone, a nail ; 
Plant a rafter on the wall ; 

Say the feeble shall not fail I 
ye earnest-hearted, all. 

Bid the Ark of God prevaiil 

14 



STAR OF THE PALISADEa 



Tha foDowing poem was written on the heights of the Palisades, 
among the nilns at Fort Lee. The remains of the regimental 
quarters are very numerous, ailDrding an impremiYe and pio- 
toiesque study for the tourist and antiquarian. The location 
Is on the western shore of the Hudson, some ten miles aboTe 
Hoboken* 



Whs BE Hudeon wakes his tunefiil shell 

To bid the Palisades fueweU, 
As^ o'er the western wave, on high, 

Their rocky turrets meet the skj, 
A frowning summit seems to say, 

Ye people, ponder well the day 
When heroes climbed these crags so drear, 

And planted Freedom's standard here. 

16 



THX STAB OF 
U. 

To xecreatiye hour indined, 

A patriot youth of musing mind, 
The devious rugged pathway found, 

And stood upon that hallowed ground. 
There pensive by a ruined wall, 

That oft had turned the de^y ball, 
And sheltered many a weary head, 

Kot pillowed yet on battlers bedt 
An ancient pilgrim sat at rest| 

Whom thus the venturous youth addreaied* 

Good father, mournful yet-sublime 
These records of the olden time; 

Each tnoBsy stone more dear to iftrae 
Than any glittefiftg g<»n ecrnH be. 

ly. 

Serenely spoke the rev er en d sage, 

Fair you& m^t I thine ear engi^ 
This storied scsene I could exceed, 

And diow a gem of worth indeedf 
The youth dmw near iht andmt mvBLf 

And Hm his wondtoufi stoiy xmn.— 

16 



T. 

There li «&r a lud moit Ur^ 

AjuA htfpf aU the dwells tiwt^ 
Yet onoe a jouthM son would roem 

To other dimei ffom that sweet hom^ 
Long y eaiB porchaace to sigh apor^ 

From all that (Peered his ejre and heari 
High bom he waa, and weallh untold 

Aa 'twere in waree around him rolled; 
Parmtal lore (96 bounteous gaTe 

Whatever of joy the soul can crave, 
And he, all artless and unstained, 

Gtave back in worth the love he gained. 

V. 

Ah, sad tol^V^ Etidjl bkft abdAe, 

To travel life^ uncertain Toa4 ; 
In fix iinfriendly lands to learn, 

What sore reward his toils would earn. 
Yet haply pain might prove a priae; 

For perils oft instruct the wise: 
As some brave bark when skies are dear 

Forih launching on her gay cat«er, 

17 



fHS STAB OP 

Diinks the sweet bieezse willi eager sail, 

Still gloiyixig in the freshening gale; 
When night and tempests o'er the imre^ 

With terrors try the strong and braTe» 
On the wild sm^es rudely tost, 

Till anchor, spar, and pinnace losti 
The proudest and the basest theie, 

Are jBdn to bend the knee of prayer; 
To find what Heaven designed to prove, 

That man must bow, — that God is lovel 

VI. 

How bf^uteons that delightsome day, 

The wanderer, as lie passed away, 
Bobed as beseemed his regal nden ; 

But cluef upon his bosom seen, 
Pouring its splendors near and &r, 

As 'twere a radiant Mobkino stab, 
A purer and a brighter gem, 

Than ever graced a diadem. 



THX PALISADES. 
VIL 

O matchless jewel, wondrous lights 

Bestowed to guide his steps aright| 
With more and more refulgent ray, 

Along his journey's rugged way ; 
Would he but shun with jealous care, 

Whatever its lustre might impair, 
This task fulfilled with faithful heed, 

No evil should his steps impede, 
ISut safely, all his perils past, 

He should regain his home at last 
Its beam obscured, no more his view 

Were clear between the false and true ; 
No guard nor guide, while hour by hour 

Might foes beset or tempests lour ; 
Or to his home would he repair, 

Alas I no re-admission there I 

VIII. 

First hither the adventurer came ; 

Here, first, on earth, the heavenly flame, 
The mystic glances of hia eye. 

Marked him a truant from the sky I 



a. 

Full well &QW toeks Mi footsteps IcMir, 

Ere war lite Uaait of battle blew ; 
Or patriots piled yon ancient mound. 

And these rude xuins thus around. 
But his was liheii no warrior*s part, 

Love ruled alone his guileless heart ; 
And childhood's innocence made surei 

His jC/Wel still all bright and pure, 

X 

How stmnge to hk untutored ear, 

As oft the camp he wandered near, 
The whisdbig ball, the groan, the edioiit, 

The roar flrom yonder old xedoubt> 
The stem command, the tramping fee^ 

Swift hastening the £be to meet. 
When hilt to hilt, and gun to gun, 

Dread deeds of blood and death were done. 
How heaved his breast with many sighs. 

How gushed the anguisb from his eyes. 
When thus in this lone nook of earth 

He learned what liberty is worth I 



XI. 

So passed his dflj^ of ^cjo^^ra heoe^ 

Till lured to {deasuze'« gaj careerj 
Where the voluptuous dty calls 
TUhe youthful to her festive halls. 

xn. 
Alas the dnj, when craves the soul. 

To quaff delight from foUy's bowl I 
What sorrows lurk in joys so brie^ 

BemoTse, and unavailing grief I 
Alas that youthful Bupert found 

His foot upon enchanted ground. 
* Bright shone his jewel when he came, 

But soon decreased its glowing flame. 
Still lessening, each luxurious hour, 

As still the revel and the bower 
With rapturous and oblivious spell 

Entranced his senses, till— he felll 



THX 8T1.B or 

As shoots a star across the sky, 

A charm and wonder to the eye, 
Then, sudden, 'mid its radiant flight, 

Sinks in the gloom of utter night — 
Or, like the beaming love and truth, 

When woman plights her heart and youth^ 
By felsehood's cruel arts betrayed, 

Quenched in the depths of sorrow's shade, 
Upon her cheek, and worshipped name, 

The darksome blot of sin and shame- 
So on his gem a cloud, a stain, 

Its ray might never pierce again! 

XIV. 
Innocence, the fiiirest rose 

That still in childhood'0 Eden blows— 

How sweet its bloom, but ah, its stay 

Diminished to how brief a day 1 

XV. 
His paradise all withered now ; 

A serpent twined on every bough; 

On every drooping leaf a tear, 

Sad voices whispering doubt and fear. 



THE PALI6ADI& 

His way all intricate and dark^ 

Nor fiiend, n(»r guide, nor jewd-qMurk^ 
To show aright the doubtful way, 

Forth rushed lone Bupert^ &r astray. 
Came then &ii phantoms calling near — 

Come hither, youth, thy hope is — ^herel 
Bere shall the lustre, so deplored, 

Be to thy longing sight restored. 

XVI. 

Then open many a portal flew 
Where glorious vistas sprang to view, 

So brilliant all, the wavering eye. 
Were fitin each tempting path to try.-- 

xvn. 
Orave Erudition, beckoning near, 

Persuaded first his eager ear; 
Showed the delights of all her lore. 

Would he her mysteries explore. 
Then called Ambition, :— Traveler, lo, 

This the true way where thou shouldst got 
From these wide avenues thy name 

; SiuJl fill <he mi|^ty tnunp fiuna. 
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Then Affluence ii hcorgilN of |^-^ 
JjgupofsrmA&d. wmAa&t^ bdnold 

The h&ppy p«th ^xw oate «nd Ibac 
Fosget thy jcveU^^ater h^e^I 

Then Poirer^ and SkiendcUi^ Los^ tnd 
Aflaidiioiis, stEOiPs to ifiiL imd fdaaa^ 

xvm. 
Each voice helieard, each path pmsuedi 

His toil still firuitlesa, still renewed^ 
As sped the vreeiry aeoaom o'er. 

Till Folly ccmld begmie no more I 
'Twas all deceit! Hot tA^cm, nor elMM 

Kor traa^ Ikxoa^^ voffld-wide jm0% 
EQs heart from anguish ooidd releasei 

And give a troubled spirit peacel 
All learning, art and wealth wese yaiiii 

They could not ideanse that latal stain. 
Oft to his gaze the gem he drew,-*- 

But ah, 'twas still of inky hjxeX 



V 

It was the holy day of rasl^ 
The wndfiw^ jfixMcpi lij^ 



Deflpair o^eKlovedrng tJl hii sky, 
He sougktliifiBeTodai figam--*-4o didj 

Aiid cam^ wheisQ, "bom a House af|if»f«i^ 
Soft notes of weaaddp dtmbed liie nr,-^ 

Then to the postsl immng ussst^ 
Fell HmtrtmBk poRlm upoa idi'ear:^^ 

I. 
"O Thou to whose all-searching sight 

'' The darkness shineth as the lights 

"Search, prove my heart, it looks to Thee; 

" O burst its bonds, and set it free. 

II. 
" While liisdng floods my soul o'etfiow, 

" While sinks, my heart in waves of wo<5^ 

" As in this darksome wild I stray, 

" Be Thou my lighi^ be Thou my way P* 

XX. 

He knelty with de^ coxdadtion's siigh;; 

And fix)m the fountain of his eye, 

Bepentant pearls came brimming o*er, 

As ne^er had glittered there before; 
S6 
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And trembled on his Up a prayer — 

Thy Prodigal, O Father sparel 
Bedeemerl Day-Star I Hope Divine I 

Thy glorious beam once more be mine t— - 
Some pitying Angel, as he cried, 

Stood, instant at the weeper's side, 
Upon the jewel dropped a tear, 

And lo, its ray again was dearl 
Swift sped his midnight gloom away, 

And all was joy, and life, and day. 

XXI. 
Dear youth, that Wanderer behold* 

Infirm and weary now, and old ; 
Yet thus with peace and hope renewed, 

Dwelling in this wild solitude, 
Serene to wait his Father's time, 

To call him to that better clime, 
Among the radiant hilk above, 

Where truth is life, and life is love. 



THX PALI8ADX8. 



xxn.*' 



Oft^ now, the fonns of joie to greets 

I seek this solitary seat, 
Where visions tnie as sense can provei 

Move lound me as thej nsed to move. 
Oh stranger, these rude ruins seem 

The records of my-first sweet dream ;» 
For here, still at my side, I see 

My gentle, dark-eyed Lucy Lee ; 
Sweet wild-rose of my youthful June ; 

Fair lily, drooping, ah, so soon 1 — 
How seemed the Palisades to thrill, 

With her light footstep on the hill ; 
And as we sat on this tude stone. 

How have the blissful moments flown I 
Loev gushing from her lustrous eye. 

Pure as yon stream still rolling by. 
How holy were the joys we knew, 

As here our hearts together grew, 
And on this rock we breathed the vow 

Which makes it my soul's altar now. 



f fi« if Aft d» 

xxm. 
Let ihesd liiietkibirialc^ gmOe jbuih^ 

Inspire thy soul with istreiigth and iSMk. 
Thy heart may well these diflSi rerere, 

For those stem patriots, once here, 
Who brayed, where'er their lot ifras oaal) 

The storm of war, or wintry blast 
With weary ffeet, but mighty hand, 

For Freedom, and a bleeding land I 

On yon dark headland stood ^ form 

That towered in many a sanguine storm ; 
Where'er the bloodiest strife was done, 

Fell like a thimder-bolt, and won t 
Oreat sire of heroes I Mighljy shade I 

Star of the gloomy Palisade ! 
Fame dips her pencil in the sun, 

And writes a rainbow — ^Washikgtok I 

XXY. 
A^pm mif^t lingering memoiy teU 
Pf nobis chiefii by yonder well, 



THl PALI8ADS& 

QbiiBilg its oool, delicioxts tide, 

In the hot battb long denied. 
Thdr deeds, nnsong in minstrel la ja. 

Yet claim, youth, thy grateful praisei 
With those brave bands of Trenton's field, 

Who made thy country's foemen yieldi 
And w<m the chaplet for her brow, 

That marks ihee for a freeman now. 
But wouldst thou find life's best defenc^i 

Guard well the Jswel Innocence. 



ELEGY. 

I. / 

Thebs fell a bud from an angel's band, 

As be wandered down from tbe spirit land ; 

To a ibrobbing bosom it genilj blew, 

And lo, it put fortih a deep root^ and grew! 

n. 
It flourisbed tbere, in its glowing bueS| 
Like a flowret nursed by Eljsian dews, 
Till tbe little bud was a tbing to vie 
Witb tbe radiant tints of tbe morning sky. 

in. 

'T was pleasant to see tbe bud unfold, 
As tbe summer days of its life were told ; 
For it seemed as &ir to tbe ravisbed eye 
As ibougb it were still in its bower on bigh. 

IV. 

Tbe angel passed on bis bomeward way, 

And saw wbere bis roseate beauty lay; 

He paused on bis wing, and reacbed down bis band. 

And bore tbe sweet flower to its native land, 
so 



O U 



LIND, 



The name of Jenny Lind is associated with the flnancial itatistiei 
of nearly every benevolent instituti<»i in this country. By ooib> 
mon consent, therefore, she is poetically jq>oken of as a mortal 
sister of the angel of Mercy. 



I. 

Tis said, sweet Mercy fix>m above 

Came down to teach ns how to love, 
And long she strove, with mystic skill, 

Her holy mission to fulfil ; 
Her angel-pinions knew no rest, 

For wafting her to every breast : 
No cottage home, nor palace fair, 

Nor crowded mart, but she was there. 
Yet street and lane, and park and green. 

She haunted still, though all imseen. 
Still whispering low to every ear — 

help to wipe away a tear* 

81 



LIND. 

Some moumer's blessing to secuiei 

Go soothe the sad, supply the poor I 
Nor yain her prayer; for tear and sigh 

She drew from many a passer-by : 
Made each reluctant purse to feel 

The magic of her sweet appea], 
*rin ereiy child of sorrow there ^ 

Could tell her wing was in tiw air. ' 

II. 
Yet could not still her gentle sway, 

Compel the sordid to obey; 
The streams of love to amply pour, 

Till duty could demand no more. 
How strove she with her heavenly art 

To touch the spring of every heArt^ 
And open every portal wide 

For sympathy's outflowing tide. 
But ah I the generous hearts were few. 

That helped her hallowed task to do. 
Her piteous tale the more she told, 

Bemoter seemed the hoards of gold ; 

49 



Nor prayer nor tear, por Christian name^ 
Constrained to eaned Mercy's daim. 

In grid; as saifh Ike fWvther tale, 
That love on earth ooold not prevail, 

Her radiant wings she hearenwaid spread. 
Breathed a dei^pairing sigh, and i^ped. 

in. 

Long, the celestial hills among, 

In pensive melodies had sung 
The sister angels, many a lay 

Of her, the fidrest, £aj away; 
Yet mingling oft a joyous strain 

For earth, by her made glad again: 
Man only coveting to know 

Where he a blesaing mighl bestow; 
Each rivalling other but to prove 

Heroic most in deeds of lova 
None now to grasp With i^lfish mi^t 

The widow's and the orphan's ligl^; 
None to widihold the hixeUng's meed. 

And stint bjm in Us )ioor of need { 
it 



IV. 

Nonoifor the toil of woman MSf 

B J da j*s long 8011, and tipex's glazn^ 
With bieaking heftrt and weaxy ejre^ 

To graut her oidy— leave to die; 
Imploiing penury no more 

Unkindly spumed finom every door ; 
But all fraternal, as above^ 

Since Mercy taught the law of lore. 
So mused the angel bands, when lol 

Came soaring moumfdlly and slow. 
Bright in the awfiil depths afiar, 

As 'twere a lonely, wandering atari 

V. 

Was silent eadi seraphic lyre; 

Seemed not a bosom to respire; 
Intent to mark that wonder's flighty 

UpHspcjeding to4he world of lig^ 
But rapture iUled all hearts anew, 

As nearer still the yidoa drew, 
iftnd each discerning^ eager eye, 

Could Mercy's matchless form descry ; 

84 



VL 

Hail, weagr mt^l«--weIcoiM komel 
AlaS) that mortal wnNig abould liai^ 

To sadden e'en the sinless skies: 
Safe came the yo jager at last^ 

Yet instant shadows wide o'ercast 
The sunny landscapes where the blest 

Were wont to find serenest rest. 
A tear in heaven I oh, predous gem, 

World, for thy fallen diadem, 
Oonldst thou the regal emblem wear^ . 

And let the jewel glitter there— 
The pearl from Mercy's eye that fell. 

And told the grief she could not tdl 

vn. 
Electric loyal CteaitK^lcecxfiro^ 

And«ii4i«it lMT«{i 4H ^ Wowl 
All hee<)l<pB m^ Ufik ox bic(jh» 

A^ffilMmgd, apd t^ bfil^ «f «f^ 



LIKD. 

Fortih fixm their haunts by hill and deU, 
Swift to a conniless throng they swell, 

Each same immortal balm to pour, 
To bid one bosom sigh no more. 

vm. 

August in condave. The high quests 

Shall Mercy more be mortal's guest; 
Or, doth it seem to heavenly ken 

How she may move the hearts of men ? 
Then beautiful, fh)m her repose, 

The missionary angel rose, 
Soft accents, too divinely sweet 

For bard of earth e'er to repeat, 
Baining around in firagrant showers. 

As budding trees their ripened flowers. 

IX. 
Ah, leave not yon apostate race, 

To mourn the forfeit of your grace ; 
But me with one new power inspire ; 

Then pausing, touched her golden lyre 
And far the listening ranks along, 

Poured a full tide of rapturous song, 

86 



LIITD. 

Till Heaven's remotest valleys rang 

With the sweet song that Mercy sang; 
That power which thus but angels know, 

Qrant me on mortals to bestow, 
And down again to cleave my way 

To win them by :fehe mighty sway, 
Of love and ;nelody combined. 

The heaven of brotherhood to find* 

She ceased. And swift approval ran, 

Let Mercy strive again with man, 
And lend the strains she warbles here. 

To melt the heart and start the tear, 
Till rivers of relief shall flow, 

For every child of want and wo. 
Then joyful sprang the glorious maid 

Aloft, in robes of light arrayed ; 
Her starry banner wide unfurled, 

And sped again to bless the world* 

XI. 
As icy winter yields to spring, 

When southern winds are on the wing; 
Or, as in summer's fond embrace 

Warm blushes tint Mr nature's &ce ; 
vr 



So nations feH the glow of lon^ 

And pnie emotions from nbo^ 
As ttom the happ j realms on high 

Descending Mercy hovered nigh, 
Inclining potently the soul 

To fervent charity's control ; 
And shed her holy influence o'er 

The myriad hearts so hard before. 

XII. 
She trode again the terrene inhere, 

Dispensmg solace &r and near ; 
Imparting oft the gifts of sang, 

In meet degrees, her course along; 
Till softly on an humble child, 

She laid her gentle hand and smiled. 
And said— Eeceive, fair sister mine, 

The light of Melody divine 1 
Be thine, with peerless seraph-voice, 

To make the sorrowing earth rejoice ; 
Thy chiefest mission still to be, 

A glorious Almoner for me I 

S8 



LIKD. 

xin. 
Then hand in hand they twaiix advanced, 

And earth, and air, and sea entranced I 
A mortal, and immortal, pair; 

All viewless one, and one all feir ; 
And this the greeting as they gUde 

On their blest errand side by ade,— 
Sweet LiKD, thy angel life be longi 

To bless the earth with M^ioya iong ! 



MABBIAQK 



Sailing o'er the rippling tide. 

Of a miglity, mystic sea, 
Two bright spray-drops, side by side, 

Sjftang from out the foam to me. 
Forth my ready hand I threw, 
Linked in One the joyons Two. 

Dear to me that blended pair, 
As they lingered in my palm; 

And I prayed for them a prayer — 
Skies be clear and seas be calm; 

If they sink, or if they soar. 

Be united evermore I 

Spake a spirit from above, 
Life I if heavenward they flee I 

Spake the sea, (the Sea of Love,) 
Bliss, if they abide in mel 

Sang the sky, the sea, the shore. 

Be united evermore 1 
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bOemus. 



rfafi action of Brooklyn Heights, Long Idand, occurred Anguit Seth, 
177^ Tbe Americans being entrenched on Boemns Hill, were sur- 
prised at midnight by an oyerwhelming force of the enemy; and 
lost three thousand men. 



I. 
BoEMUsl of moumful&mel 

How calm thy summit now, 

Where battle stamped thy name 

In havoc, gore, and flame 1 

How sad and lonely thoui 

Dread-steep of bloody brow! 

n. 

In midnight's deep repose 
Loud rang the sentry's call, 

"Up, freemen I front your foes I" 

The startled ranks arose, 
One oath the pledge of all, 
" We conquer, or we fall 1" 
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BOKMUflL 

m. 
O'er fdl the nlent aky 

A dark and scowling fix)wn ; 

But darker scowled each eye 

When all lesolTed to diel 
When, night of dread renown. 
Three thousand stars went downl 

tf. 

Up fix>m your sleep yei dead] 
Who in the conflict fell, 

And Mood in torrents shed, 

Till this old hill ran red, 
If €b«oiiicle saith weU, 
Up firom your sl^ep^ and t^I 

T. 

Arou&d tkis hoaiy bfliglil^ 

Your legion* I evoke! 
Shades of Oiat bloody fight, 
Come in your anciient migh\ 

In ihund^, fiaih, and mkisfki^ 

Heroie Hearts of Oak 1 

VI. 

' Beyond this old ledoubt^ 
Some delMKmting katicl 



BOXXUA 

Hath plotigbed your footst^ out; 

But jet I hear your ahoat — 
'^ Stand, coinradesi firmly stand 
Die finr oar natiYe landl" 

va 
There Sterlinq to lie fray, 

And SlTLLiVAK rush by I 
On to the charge 1 away 1 
T is now Death's harvest day I 

The Briton presses nigh; 

On to the chaj^l— *-and die I 

vni. 
Ah I vain the valor there I — 

Sweeps down the broad hill-Bide 
A foe tliat doth not spare 
Nor youth, nor hoary hair; 
Wild ruin spreading wide, 
Down poors the living lidel 

IX. 
Now hilt to hilt the strife I 

Bums high the deadly ire I 
Hpw reeks the thirsty knife, 
Where spouts the ruddy K&l 



nozuvB. 

While brother son and sirei 
In fell embrace expire t 

O sad, soul-sickening honr I 
. Weep, Island 1 for the wo 
That purchased Freedom's dower 1 
O bloody hand of Power I 
A nation's teais still flow 
For that relentless blow I 

XL 
The victory is won ; 

No guards their vigils hold ; 
The chivalry is done ; 
lies hushed the rusting gun, 

Where bellowing it rolled, 

That fearful day of old. 

XIL 

BoEMUSl of mournful fame I 

How calm thy summit now. 
Where battle stamped thy name 
In havoc, gore and flame I 
How sad and lonely thou, 
Dread Steep, of Woody brow I 
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IP I WBEE YOU. 



I. 

As you and I are going 

Along tibis quiet pagie, 
Man, matron, boj, and maiden, 
Care, hope, or love y' laden, 

Take counsel from a sage. 
No star so dimly glowing, 

But marineis should view; 
Ah I h^d the star of reason, 
And take the helm in season, 

0, life's nnskilftd crew—* 

I would if I were you, 
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ir I WEBB TOU. 

My dear desponding brother, 
* O'erwearied with the cares 
The fleeting years have left thee^ 
While they of hope bereft thee^ 

And led thee into snares, — 
Take counsel from another, 

Who thus was weary too, 
Tet found the paths of plsasure, 
Best^ truth, and real treasure; 

O, brodier, tiiese pursue — 

I would if I were youl 

m. 
O, Woman! ny of momjuft 

Man's midnight to duj)*!, 
Eatrinl^ Nelly, Nora^ 
Still be his heart's Aurora^ 

In courtly hall or oelL 
Still let your diief adorning 

Be those sweet smiles lie knew, 
When in lore's pure devotion, 
Wifibt youth's nrst fond emotion, 

AH heavenly gnuM guew — 

I would if I i»i^e you t 

m 






w I wxBS rov. 

ir. 

Sweet Gkidbdodl mcnAi of bei&g; 

Fair peail on life's lone abiote; 
BjsgU gem on beauty's piUow, 
But, O, with time's oezt billow, 

Ta sparkle there no more — 
O, maiden mom is fleeing i 

High noon will soon ensue 
Make now thy youth enduring: 
Lninortal life securing, 

Decay and death subdue ; 

I would if I were you. 

V. 
O, Son I whose youthful feding 

DeUghts in nature's bloom ; 
Whose heart secure reposes, 
Where valleys decked with xoM^ 

Send up their sweet perfumei 
To heaven still appealing, 

With noble aims in view, 
Flee all alluring bowers, 
Defy opposing powers. 

And press your purpose through — 

I wotdd if I were you. 
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IF I WBBJ; YOU. 
VL 

There oometh, son, a trial ; 

There oometh, son, a night; 
A atoxm ynll round ihee rattle— 

Ay, life is all a battle, , 
And brayelj thou must fight 

B^gin thy self-denial ; 
Begin to dare and do : 

Up, boy, to write thy story, 
In lines of Ohiistian glory, 

Bold, beautiful and true; 

I would, if I were you. 



48 



THE WHITE DBAGON. 

I. 

Wat for a dragonl a dragon bright^ 

All sno^ white ; 
Far in the North he is just in sightl 

Pierce is his ciy, 
Idde teeth, and a hail-stone eye : 
How the White Dragon will make all fljl 

n. 
Flower and verdure he comes to kill ; 

And ah, he willl 
Orchard and garden and field and hill, 

^ The lawn, the glade, 
Forest and bower and bnsh must fade. 
All at his terrible frown a&aid I 

m. 

Over the ocean he sweeps his tail, 

Death in the gale I 

Splintered the spar, and in rags the sailt 
4» 



THS WHITE BBAQOK. 

Sailor, no more 
Hope for thy Lome, with thy peiils o'er: 
Bageth the dragon by sea and shorel 

.. nr.. . 

. Way for a dragon with stealthy tread, 

A dragon dread! 
Beautifiiil back;, but his jawa aie re<i|, 

And shaip and sure 1 
Who can bis zavenous rage endwe? 
How the White Dragon will amite the poor 

V. 
Chnr thfl mooniMm and throiagh the gfei^ 

Hunting for men; 
Driving th^n down to his dreadftil den 1 

Despair, despair! 
Mothem and babes in the frosty air: 
How he will feast when he gets them there! 

•VI 

Village and aity^ his strength will feel, 

Hopeless appeal, 
Half of a town for a single meal! . 

Over the ground 
Center and circle he coils around. 
All in his horrid embraces boundl 



TIL 

Eyegr divelliag of low digxw 

CertauitOK«y 
Where'er the wrtldxed are^ tto» li bi^I 

Horror! bdbold! • 

QaiTering, ahirsxing, joixhg and cM, 
PeiUlihg aU la hk dutches cold I 

VCL 

Widour^ ydtnf M^dle he will diidiiii: 

All is in y ai&y 
Workitig or weeping, jou tnuat be Mu I 

' Listen his roar; 
Soon hell break down jonr defenoetetti Jbor^ 
Slay all ycfoi oEphans and howl ^ iMiel 

Laborer, high on the scaffold fSrail, 

Cannot avail I 
Down with the mortar, the hod, ihe pa3; 

Haste to your cell, 
Face the dread dragon you would repel, 
fiie With the group you have loved so Weill 
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^RX WHITE DBAGOK. 

Feeble old man, mtii the wood to saw, 
Bainy and raw ; ^ 

Peril at every sigh you draw I • 

Vain is the strife, 

Take the last loaf to your poor old wife, 

Strike the last stroke, and away for lifel 

XI. 

Bq;gar, b^one bom the palace gate ; 

Wo if you waiti 
Certain to meet with a dieadfiil &tel 

Never ask there — 
Have you a bone or a crust to spare 7 
What does the lord of a cattle caiel 

xn. 
Garret or cellar, or dingy street, 

None may retreat I 
Want and the dragon are sure to meet: 

Alas, toosurel 
Who can his ravenous rage endure ? 
How the White Dbagok will smite the poor I 
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STBIKS. 



Written during a general demand or "Strike" for higher wagee in 
New York. 



FvE a liking for this "striking," 

If we only do it well ; 
Firm, defiant, like a giant, 

Strike I — ^and make the eflfort tell ! 

One another, working brother. 
Let ns freely now advise; 

For reflection and correction 
Help to make ns great and wise. 

Work and wages, say the sage8| 
Go forever hand in hand; 

As the motion of an ocean, 
The supply and the demand. 

My advice is strike for prices 
Nobler far than sordid coin ; 

Strike with terror, sin and error. 
And let man and master join* 
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STRIKE. 

Eyeiy fidling now preyailing 
In the lieart or in the head — 

Make no clamoe-^lake Ihe hammer — 
Drive it down, and strike it dead! 

Ifttdi Hie chopping, loj^g, pifopping, 

Carpenter, we have to do, 
Ere the pLimmet^ fiom the_^ERmmu^ 

Mark our moral &bric true. 

Take the measure of fiaJse pleasure; 

Try eaeh aiction bj the square; 
Strike a chalk-line, for your walk line; 

Strike to keep your footst^ ^etel 

The foundation of creation 
lies in truth's unerring laws: 

Man of mortar, there's no shorter 
Way to base a righteous eame» 

Every builder painter, gilder, 
Man of leather, man of dothai^ 

Each meohanfe in a paaio 
Witb the way his labor goes. 

Let him reason thus in season ; 

Strike the root of all his wrongs 
Cease his quarrels, mend his xaoralli 

So be happy, rich, and strong. 
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TBS «MOEIK» GAP. 

Deab T., berewitk to you I sead 
A ctmoking-cap, jret xeocxnmend, 
With ftU Aie powen I can evob^ 
Toull wear tHe eap-^wil^out the mdn. 
For what excose can any plead. 
To taJce a vile unwholesome weed. 
From pestilential leglons Sou&y 
And place it in the human mou^iil 
To be, oh, burning shame and eiii, 
A fixebiahd ^twixt &e nose a&d chte I 
How sad the harveBt he must te^ 
!£, for the fhiits oi;wisdom deep, 
From fields of knowledge ewe «ftd fip^ 
He glean a mere — ^tohaeoo^pipe I 
Such culdTttiaon, eost imd ecore, 
To find at last but ailMlbM ! 



THE SHOKINa CAP. 

At leanung's hearth, demented el^ 

Making a chimney of himself I 

Let Chimboiazo, age on age, 

Yeauvins and Etna rage, 

And roll their awfiil douds on high, 

Obficnring all the radiant sky; 

But man— oh sa j not that he seeks 

To imitate those smonldeiing peaks ; 

To make like theirs, bleak, barren, brown, 

A sooty crater of his crown. 

To show its hot and hollow state, 

Make — ^a volcano of his patel 

No, ever let him strive to be 

From all such fume and fury £'ee : 

Eise, like Olympian Jove, above 

The things that mortals fear or lov6| 

Disdaining the low joys of ^uih, 

Mere idle smoke, and nothing worth, 

Serene, augoi^ among the stars, 

Spurn the vile meerschaum and segais. 

And be, as each one should, and can, 

A self-denying Chrimian man. 
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A MOTHER'S LOVE. 



Can flowers that round its margin grow, 
Or winds that o'er its surfitce sweep^ 

Say to a pool imprisoned — ^flowl 
The dead heart of the waters — ^leap? 

So neilher hath all earth a voice, 

Can bid an unloved heart rejoice I 

n. 

Yet comes the sun with qtdckaung raj. 

And whispers, tenderly, awake! 
And lo, on rainbow wings, away, 

Sends up its vapor-soul the lake; 

Beyond the frowning mountaine^ &ee, 

Again to mingle with ihe sea. 
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A MOTHXB'8 lots. 

m. 
O beaxti that like the dancing liQ, 

Along the vale of life liast ran. 
The phantom Hope pursuing atilli 

But now all desolate — undone! 
Look upl Though eart^ its love deny. 
There comes a sunbeam fit>m the sky, 

VL 
Awake, hearty iky pinions spread; 

Soar, soar, iEuid soon tiiy fondest tixt^ 
To sweet fulfilment shfdl be led, 

In lovers intcnsest, purest flame; 
Alone and sick; yet cannot die, — 
Poor heart, one effort more and &fi 

V. 

Fly to that tar off h(^e for rest, 
tliy mother's home, yon tiSmt ^ei^; 

Fly, hearty to thlit deal* fidthfUl bi^edat, 
That soothed thy infiint sorrows hei«: 

A mother^s love, a mother's prayer, 

Celestial wings, waffc me theiel 
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SANTACLAUS. 

FABT L 




CANTO I. 

Concerning Santaclaus— His "astonishing Castle— His beautiful GiftB 
for all good Children— And his real Name. 
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SANTACLAUS, 




Beyond tLe ocean many a mile, 

And many a year ago^ 
There lived a wonderful queer old man 

In a wonderful house of snow ; 
And every little boy and girl, 

As Christmas times arrive, 
No doubt will be very glad to hear, 

The old man is still alive. 
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SANTACLAUS. 



In his house upon the top of a hill, 

And almost out of sight, 
He keeps a great many elj'es at work, 

All working with all their might. 
To make a million of pretty things, 

Cakes, sugar-plums, and toys. 




To fill the stockings, hung up, you know, 

By the little girls and boys. 
It would be a capital treat besure, 

A glimpse of his wondrous shop ; 
But the queer old man when a stranger comes. 

Orders every elf to stop ; 
And the house, and work, and workmen all 

Instantly take a twist, 
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SANTACLAUS. 



And just as you may think you are there, 
They are off in a frosty mist 




But upon a time a cunning boy 
Saw this sign upon the gate, 
Nobody can ever enter here 
Who lies a-bed too late : 
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SANTACLAUS. 



Let all who expect a good stocking fuU, 
Not spend too much time in play ; 

Keep book and work all the while in mind, 
And be up by the peep of day. 




A holiday morning would scarce suffice 
To tell what was making there ; 

Wagons and dolls, whistles and birds, 
And elephants most rare : 

Wild monkeys drest like little men. 
And dogs that could almost bark. 

Watches, that, if they only had wheels. 

Might beat the old clock in the Park 
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SANTACLAUS. 

Whole armies of little soldier folk, 

Marching in grand review, 
And turning up their eyes at the girls, 

As the City soldiers do. 
Engines, £ist hurrying to a fira 

And many a little fool 
A-trudging after them through the streets 

Instead of going to school. 

If. 

Tin fiddles, and trumpets made of wood, 

That will play as good a tune 
As a Scotch bag-piper could perform 

From Christmas-day till June. 
Horses, with riders upon their backs, 

Coache?, and carts and gigs, 
Each trying its best to win the race. 

Like the Democrats and Whigs. 
Tiny houses, in every style, 

Put up in a fancy chest. 

To build in a minute a thriving town, 

If you choose to move out West. 
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fiANTACLAUS. 



With cliTirclies and windmills, inns and shops, 

And school-houses all in a row, 
And elegant shade-trees dipt in green, 

Where good girls may sit and sew. 




Some little fellows turning a crank, 
And others beating a drum : 

Little pianos, so exact 

You could almost hear them thrum/ 

Tea-sets and tables quite complete. 

With ladies sitting around, 
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SAKTACLAUS. 

Chatting as older ladies do, 

But a little more profound. 
Steamboats made to sail in a tub, 

And fishing-smacks ahoy, 
-And boats smd sldfi^ with oars and sails, 

A fleet for a sailor boy. 




Ships of the line equipt for sea, 

With officers and orew, 
Each with a red cap on his head. 

And a jacket painted blue. 
Bold pewter men with pistols armed, 

like duellists so smart, 

Each most wickedly taking aim 

At his little comrade's heart I 
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BANTACLAUS. 

And nimble Jacks with, supple joints, 

That when you pull a string, 
Will give an easy lesson how 

To dance the Pigeon Wing. 
Ugly old women in a box, 

As some younger ones ought to be. 
Which,, when the cover is hfted off. 

Fly out most spitefully. 




Eipe wooden pears like real fruit, 

Somehow made to unscrew ; 
Battens with mice sewed to their mouths, 

And tabby cats crying mew. 
Gay humming-tops that spin about. 

And make a senseless sound, , 
Like windy representatives 

In Congress often foimd. 

68 



SANTACLAUS. 

Kne marbles, and rich China-men, 

That you can play from taw, 
As lawyers play rich clients down 

The ring-pits of the law. 
Bright caskets filled with jewelry, 

Chains, bracelets, pins, and pearls, 
All glittering with tinsel, like 

Some fashionable girls. 




Delightftd little picture books, 
And tales of Mother Goose, 

More witty than most novels are. 
And twenty times their use. 

But it were an endless task to tell, 
The length that the list extends, 
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SANTAOLAUS. 

Of ihc curious gifts the queer old man 
Prepares for liis Christinas friends. 

Belike you are guessing who he is, 
And the country whence he came— 

Why, he was bom in Germany, 
And St. Nicholas is his name. 
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8ANTACLAU8. 

PABT IL 



SANTACLAUS. 




CANTO n. 



How St. Kicholas got all his packages ready^ Id order to start at 
sundown on his long Journey. — ^How he went to Amsterdam, 
Paris, Dublin, London, and St. Petersburg. . 




CANTO II. 



December's four and twentieth day 
Througli its course was almost run, 

St Nicholas stood at his castle door 
Awaiting the setting sun. 

His goods were packed in a great balloon, 
Near by were his horse and sleigh ; 

He had his skates upon his feet 

And a ship getting under weigh. 
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SANTACLAUS. 

For he was to travel by sea and land, 

And sometimes throngli the air, 
And then to hVitt> on the riyers smooth, 

When the ice his weight would bear. 
The wind blew keen, and the snow fell fiist^ 

But not a whit cared he ; 
For he knew a myriad Uttle hearts, 

Were longing that night to see. 

n. 
Away he flew to Amsterdam, 

As soon as the sun went down, 
And left whole bushels of playthings there, 

For every child in town. 
Then he tried his skat^ on the Zuyder Zee, 

Southwest to Dover's Strait, 
Then, Southward, with his horse and sleigh, 

He was soon at Paris' gate. 

m. 

He scaled the walls of the Tuileries, 

The children were all retired, 

And every stocking was hanging up, 

As St. Nicholas desired. 
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SANTAOLAUS. 

In one lie put a sceptre and crown, 

In another a guillotine, 
And a little man without a head. 

Who King of the French had been. 

IV. 

Now all should know that Santaclaus 

Was never a cruel man, 




And he travels about reproving sin 

In every way he can. 
lie thinks the people ought not to kill 

Unfortunate kings and queens, 

But give them a little good advice, 

To live by some better means. 
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SANTACLAUS. 

He visited beautiful St. Cloud, 

And all the castles around, 
Yet he did not pass the humblest house 

Where any good child was found. 
And he left in all the stockings he saw 

Such tokens of his good will, 
As would take a larger bag or book, 

Than I should have time to fill. 

V. 

He tarried awhile at Notre Dame, 

To see the Christmas shows ; 
Then with his grand Mpntgolfier 

Majestically rose. 
And from his splendid parachute, - 

A shower of bonbons threw, 
For all the little ones in France, 

And bade them all adieu. 
Then down he drove on the Eiver Seine, 

And on the Biscay bay 
Took ship for famous Dublin town, 

And London on his way. 



SANTACLAUS. 



^xe 
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VI. 



In Dublin what do you think he left, 

For the hearty Irish boys ? 
Why, bags of potatoes instead of cakes, 

And shiUalaghs instead of toys. 
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SAKTACLAUS. 

VII. 
I4J London he gave them rounds of beef, 

And two plum-puddings a-piece, 
Then stepped to Windsor palace of courae, 

To see his royal niece. 
He gave her a little Parliament, 

Discussing a knotty bill, 
And two or three nuts for them to crack, 

And a birch to keep them still. 

VIIL 

And now, said he, for St. Petersburghl 

Over the cold North Sea, 
And up the Baltic he sped in haste, 

And was there when the clock struck three. 
He hied to the Palace of the Czar, 

And clambered in at the dome ; 
A great many stockings were hung around, 

But the folks were not at home. 

IX. 

He gave them little Siberian mines. 

With little men in chains, 

Who strove to avenge their country's wrongs, 

And were sent there for their pains. 
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SANTACLAUS. 

He left the Emperor a map, 

With Euflsia cut in fotir, 
As much as to say, great Muscovite. 

Your sway may soon be o'er. 

X. 

Then down he hastened for Italy, 

To call at the Vatican, 
Forgetting, until he had arrived, 

The Pope is a bachelor man. 
But he looked in at St. Peter's church, 

And saw the whole town at prayer. 
So he left a basket ftill at the door, 

For all the good children there. 

XI. 
Upon the Mediterranean Sea, 

He boarded his ship again. 
And hoisted sail, and steered west, 

To see the Queen of Spain, 
And give her a legion of wooden men, 

Equipt from foot to nose. 

And a troop of leaden horsemen too, 

The rebels to oppose. 
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SANTACLAUa 
XII. 

Througli all the streets of Madrid town, 

And over every square, 
-And all the villages about. 

He sped with kindest care ; 
And all the little Spanish folk 

Of every degree, 
Got something from his ample store 

Most beautiful to see. 

xin. 
For he remembered times of old 

When Ferdinand the brave, 
And Isabella, his good Queen, 

To great Columbus gave 
A little fleet to sail the sea. 

And seek an unknown shore, 
Wben Santaclaus himself was young. 
Some centuries before. 
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8ANTACLAUS. 

PABT III. 




CANTO m. 
St. Nicholas hurries away from Spain and sets sail for America. 



CANTO m. 
L 

O'eb the Cantabiian monntaizis wild, 

He linrried to the strand, 
To meet las treaBure-laden ship, 

There waiting his command. 
He scattered beautiful gifts aronnd, 

As he went flying past, 
Then put his trmnpet to his lips, 

And blew a rousing blast. 

n. 

Up, up my gallant sailors all, 

• " Swiftly your anchor weigh, 
The wind is fiiir, and we must sail 

For fer America. 
By wind and steam for New Amsterdam, 

Three thousand n^es an hour, 
Onward he drove his elfin ship. 

With a thousand-fidiy power. 



SANTACLAUS. 

m. 
Down at the Battery lie moored, 

And gave a grand salute, 
With cannon charged with sugar-plums, 

And powder made to suit 
Then he hoisted out a score of bales, 

01 his cakes, and nuts, and wares; 
You would have been amazed to see 

The heaps on the ferry stairs. 

IV. 

Airs well, all's well 1 loud voices cried; 

St. Nicholas is here ! 
How charming many a stocking full 

In the morning will appear. 
Now all good little boys and girls 

Shall have a noble treat, 
Delightful presents, that will make 

The holidays complete. 

Upon the spire of old St. Paul's 
The watchman saw him stand. 

Beading his list of ancient friends, 
With his leather bags in hand. 
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SANTACLAUS. ' - 

Tis said he dropt.a frozen tear, 
As he looked on the streets below, 

And saw what a mighty change has come 
Since Christmas times ago ! 




VI. 

Those brave old times when great mince pies 

Were piled on every shelf, 
And every Knickerbocker boy 

Might go. and help himself. 
When Broadway was a path for cows, 

And all the stieets were lane?, 
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SANTAOLAUS. 



And the houses were so sinig and quaint, 
Witli their bull's eye window-panes ; 

And low, old-fashioned door-ways, where, 
The upper part swung in, 




The Djitahman could his elbows lean, 
- And smoke his pipe and grin. 

vn.. 
Then doughnuts were all good to eat, 

And made as big as bricks, 

And 'twas not thought unmannerly 

To eat as many as six. 
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SAKTACLAUS. 

. vin. 
Good simple tLuies, wlien lad and laaa, 

In happy groups were seen, 
With sled and skate for winter sports, 

Around tlie Bowling Green. 
When maidens plied the spinning-wheel, 

And idlers were "anknown, 
And all the up-town people lived 

Below the one-mile stone. 

IX. 

When aU were good, and went to church, 

And heeded what they heard, 
And children never learned to speak 

A bad or saucy word. 
With plenty smiling every where, 

Like Christmas every day, 
Content and love at every hearth, 

what rare times were they I 

X. 

But long before all this was said, 

The stockings were all filled. 

And Santaclaus was skating home, 

With his nose a little chilled. 
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SANTACLAUS. 




He wliistled as lie skimmed along, 
Till the day began to dawn, 

Then giving a twirl in the frosty air 
St Nicholas was gone I 
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NOTB 

The tale of Santaclaus was written with a view to impress the minds 
of children with good sentiments in an entertaining wa7, and 
enhance their eoJoTments during the festivities of the Holiday 
season ; also to revive a harmless superstition which all regard 
as a pleasant reminiscence of early days. 



THE PAST. 

A NEW-TEAR REVERIE. 
I. 

HabkI how it tlmnders down tlie lapse of Years! 

THePastl thePast! 
A "World's anticipation disappears! 

How false — ^how fast I 
Bright visions vanished I Pleasures steeped in tears I 

Hope's sky o'ercast J 
A requiem tempest through all space careers, 

August and vast. 
Far o'er Eternity's dark flood it steers ; 
And God again winds up the mighty spheres I 

n. 

Now Time, great chronicler of human things, 

Doth wide unrol 
His tale of Nations — and a thousand kings — 

Amazing scroll! 

91 



THE PAST. 

Gives me a flight upon liis rapid wings, 

From pole to pole I 
From this, where now the chime of midnight rings, 

Portentous toll I 
To the remotest past, whence boundless, springs* 
That sweeping surge the flood of Ages brings. 

in. 



Again Boreas, of the north a&r, 
Hath chained his coursers to his fSroibted csr; 
Again he sweeps o'er streamlet, hill, and dale. 
Pouring an icy breath on every gale : 
No more on mountain tops the flocks are Been, 
Nor busy bee hums o'er the velvet green : 
The sunmier songsters to the south are flown, 
The snow-bird chirps on leafless boughs alcma 
Dismantled forests mourn the wintry sway, 
The gentle flowers wither and decay, 
The fields in sterile cheerlessness are clad. 
And e'en the sky looks lowering and sad. 
' Tis o'er I another page of time is read. 
Another arrow to its mark hath sped. 
Like an enchanted billow on the sea, 
A Year has vanished in etemityl 
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THB PAST. 
IV. 

Oh what can stay the hastening step of time? 
Whate'er of earth may wear immortal prime ? 
Fate stamps the sable signet of decay, 
And lo I all excellence must pass away. 
Deep shadows settle on the proudest brow, 
Each laid to-morrow where»the dead are now. 
Ye graye philosophers, ye thoughtful youth, 
Kehgion's votaries and sons of truth, 
The chaste, the gentle, and the isoaring mifid. 
On this new leaf of life a lesson find. 

V. 
Teach not the heart to feed despairing thought ; 
The coming year shall be with blessings fraught. 
Mourn not thy natal hour, for that the earth 
Hath yielded thee its sighs without its mirth ; 
Nor yet presumptuous pine, because afar 
Through memory's dim vista, not a star 
Is seen to twinkle on the lonely way, 
lighting thy footsteps with a cheerful ray ; 
Because thy life, so far as it hath run, 
Hath been a sky o'ercast, without a sun 
To pierce the mantle of the pelting storm, 

And shed a brightness on thy fading form. 
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THE PAST. 

Qh, rise superior to the trying Ilout 

Wlien dearest £nends were false, and Ibes bad power 

To filch thy substance, and to blast thy name, 

And stamp dejection on thy wasted frame. 

Henceforth let energy new-nerve the soul, 

Till destiny shall feel thy strong control I 

Why should the god-Hke mind, with strength and wing 

To mount the summit of imagining; 

To sound its depths, speed to its utmost boxmd, 

And grasp sublimities, high, vast, profound; 

Whirl with the comet in its far off flight. 

And pierce with eagle eye the worlds of light ; 

Eide on the tempest iu its wild career, 

And chase to earth its flashing pioneer, 

Sink to the caves of the unfitthomed deep, 

Where, huge and horrid, nameless monsters creep ; 

Or, wandering on, beneath the mighty flood, , 

Find where, aforetime, noble cities stood; 

See, amid clusters of the coralline. 

Gems of rare value, glowing diamonds shine ; 

Tread upon heaps of coined and massive gold; 

And rocks, decked wantonly witii wealth untold; 

Why should a spirit, with such wealth of thought^ 

With a few transient cares be sold and boughtl 
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THB PAST. 

"Wliy skoiild we vainly cherifih a regret 

That fraud haih prospered "with the snares it set; 

That sages have been forced to stand aside, • 

And give the way to ignorance and pride? 

Deem not all lost, though wrong hath ruled the past^ 

Hope, love, and truth shall overcome at last 



LEAP IN THE DARK. 



Dbe ad lioiLr of fitte 1 The touchstone of all faith, 
I now must grapple, and abide that test 
Which, distant^ I derided; but come near, 
Is wondrous fearsome and discomforting. 
My recreant philosophy hath turned the heel, 
And left my soul unarmed and desolate. — 
Soul, did I say? — ^hal how the giddy brain 
Is prone to muster up its old conceits, 
And make me rare of things that never were. 
There is a mystery within, I know. 
That doth exalt this clod to man's estate, 
And giyes him empire oyer all things else : 
But "life eternal" is a cxafty tale, 
Which my dissolving natare now belies. ^ 
And what is death? yet sooth I hate that word, 
It hath a meaning that doth fellowship 



LEAP 1^ tHB DARK. 

With such tin-vrelooiiw thought. To be pent up 

In an iinwiiidoi?red cdl, and thei© forgot, 

Go mouldering down to nothing. Through all time 

My substance mingling with the churchyard dust 

I do abhor the doom, yet must not shrink, 

And dai^aidly fcr vain existence strive : 

Speed, q)eed your utmost now, ye dwindling sanda; 

Death — GiavcT-Etemity — ^I dare them all I 

Hail, land of shadows ! — ^ye dead myriads, hail ! 
Make room adown your chambers for a guest ! 
Eight valorous lil tread, but oh I 'tis dark I -' 
Would but some feendly spirit now, unaek'd, 
Kit hither wilh a light to guide me through! 
I even would accept the Christian's hope. 
Though all &llacious,-^Hist! I hear a step, — 
Who comes? — Come on ! — ^for 1 must spesik it out, 
Though all fallacious, it would be a staff 
To stay me while the agony goes o'er. 

Now horrid fimdes thicken on my sense, 

I hear that step again in close pursuit, 

I see, or deem I see, the uncouth forms 

Of febled fiends stalk out— and there's a voice 

Deep muttering fix)m beneath I prepare I prepare ! 
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LEAF IN THE DABK!. 

And fh>m above there thuaders in mine ear, 
The hour — ^the hour is oomel wide yawn ihou depth. 
Perdition's portal, take the nnwash'd sonl I 
Now light unearthly opens to mine eye 
A blazing biink ; misshapen beings thence 
Fly up, and screaming, skim the dusky air, 
While pendant from on high, adown the golf 
Hangs the dire catalogue of all my guilty 
My summons now to everlasting death. 

Beyond the cavern's nether verge remote, 

T^ thousand loidnights roll their mingled gloom 

In sullen pomp along a starless sky; 

I cannot flee ; these palsied, tottering limbs 

Can succor me no more ; this faltering tongue 

Can call no rescue, — ^life and time are o'er — 

I touch the precipice — ^and leap the Dark | 



APEIL. 



I. 

The reign of dark winter is o^er, 

The snow-drift that nxajjtled the plain 
Is gone to some fer, fix)zen shore, 

And April is smiling again. 
So, Snsan, yon banish my gloom, 

The season of sadness and fear ; 
For earth is an Eden in bloom, 

When yon, my heart's April, are near, 

n. 

Along his blue pathway on high, 
The sun gaily measures the day. 
Then hastes from his plough in the sky, 

To seek for his beautiM May: 
So, Susan, I hie to the hill, 

While morning is wet with the dew. 

And labor contentedly still, 

Because I am thinking of you. 
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APRIL. 

m. 
The fields and the forests are green, 

And fragrant -flie irhufpering breeze 
That floats round the valley at e'en, 

Through lilacs, and blossoming trees. 
Yet, Susan, returning to rest. 

When evening o'ershadows the dell. 
That zephyr seems sweetest and best 

That comes o'er the cot where you dwelL 

IV. 

Yon streamlet, that wintry winds chill. 

Had sealed as they whistled along, 
Now wanders adown to the mill, 

With pensively murmuring song, 
So, Susan, our love is a stream^- 

A tranquil and deepening tide, 
A-glow with a mid-sunmier beam, 

As fondly you sit by my side. 

V. 
The bee hath winged forth from her cell, 

To sip at the dew-drippmg flower; 
The birds their soft mdodies swell, 
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APBIL. 

And beckon their mates to the bower ; 
O'er all the gay landscape around, 

Love, beauty, and goodness appear; 
O pray, all ye JTonth, tobelound, 

like April, sweet Youth of the Year. 



OLD EOVEJL 

I KNEW sweet Annie Taylor that lived above the mill, 

She had a widowed mother, 

And a little younger brother, 

And they all loved one another, 
In their cottage on the hill. 

She was a pattern daughter, this Annie whom I knew; 

Industrious and clever, 

Yet meek and modest ever. 

And disobedient — ^neverl 
Kiud, generous, and true. 

One day as she and Charley were going down to • 
school. 

They met another scholar, 

Who had a golden doUar, 

And a mastiff by the collar, 
Near the margin of a pool. 
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OLD BOVEB. 

"Come," said the idle truant, "let's have a merry dayi 

Well buy with, all this money, 

T^e playthings rare and funny, 

And candies sweet as honey. 
Come, let us off to play." 

"No, no," said Annie Taylor, "our mothei^s just 
command 

Permits us no delaying : 

We wish no toys nor playing;" 

Then on she went, so saying, 
With Charley by the hand. 

Away the wicked school-boy to the river hurried 
down, 

And as he sauntered over. 

Towards the town of Dover, 

He tried t6 fling old Rover 
Beyond the bridge — ^to drown I 

But mark the woful hap that this truant came to know- 
While he the stone was tying, 
And poor old Eove was ciying. 
His foot slipped— he went flying • 

Down to the gulf below J 

108 



Down went bi^ money too, to the 1x)ttom, like a sterna^ 

A proof that sinful pleaaure, 

Indulged in any mea*i£re, 

Endangers life and treasorOi 
And — should be let alone ! 

Ah, horn he cried for meroj a^ he wafritni^ling 
there, 

His cruelty lamentmg. 

Of all his sins r^peatiAg, 

Yet no kind hand preventing 
His danger and despair. 

His faithful dog, however, plunged qnickly in the wave, 

Regardless of the wetting, 

All injuries forgetting-— 

As life's last sun w^ setting, 
He drew him from the grave. 

With bravery he bore him in safety to the shore, 

And there, with sense returning, ' 

With shame and sorrow burning, 

This humbled. boy was learning 

To disobey no more. » 
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OLD ROVEB. ^ 

A sad and guilty conscience had Bobert now to bear, 

For he was told to cany 

That coin to poor blind Hany, 

And not to play nor tarry — 
A.h, had he taken care I 

Ah^ what disgrace a^d danger l)e{(^ a tnwit liel 

What certain, stern correction, 

And harrowing reflection I — 

Poor Eobert I in dejection 
Well might he weep and sigh.. 

At noon, as his young school-mates w^re homeward 
pasfflng near, 

They heard his mournful crying, 

And ran where he was Ijring, 

So nearly drowned or dying. 
And quivering with fear. 

Sweet Annie wiped his tears, as he bent upon his 
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And then they* all went over, 
Toward the town of Dover, 
And there they live with Rover, 
In innocence and ease. ♦ 
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FOURTH OF JULY. 

I. 
Habe, har^ firom the hills and the yaUeys ascend 

Loud anihems of triumph and glee, 
The voices of millions in harmony blend— 

We are free I we are free! we are free I 
*T is th^ hour when the Genius of Freedom awoke, 

And struck for her holiest right, 
Tis the hour when the strength of the Lion we broke, 

And the eagle went up in its might! 

n. 
Bj the shades of the heroes that fell in the strife I 

By the fields where our jBstthers were slain! 
While our bosoms shall heave with the pulses of life, 

We will trample on tyranny's chain! 

While there's nerve in an aim — ^while there's temper 
in steel — 

While a plank floats the limitless sea- 
While the God of the patriot hears his appeal, 

We are free, we are free, we are freei 
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THE DESEETED. 

L 

DsAB EdwinI ah, to me hoir dear| 

If teais could tell the cost I 
Alas, they need to tell it Iiere^ 

Since love and Iiope are lost 
Yet I, mj aching heart to ease, 

And all its truth lereali 
Would haplj ask the wailing breeze 

To hear my last appeaL 

Tis night 1 — ^though e'en the day is nighty 

Beneath the darksome shade 

That hides the last lone gleam of lighf^ 

When bye is all betrayed, 
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THS DSSSBTID. 

And o'er ibe spirit sad despair 

Its croel conquest gains. 
But noW| 'tis niglit along the air, 

And o'er tlie dreary plains. 

m. 
I come to our dear seat to sigh, 

And think how here you sang^ 
"What love was sparkling in your eye^ 

And in that music tang I 
And it Was true, aU ixue, 1 know; 

But now, ah, vam regret^ 
The bower is tut a cell bfVo— 

Since Edwin could forget I 

IV. 
Though flatterers give me beauly 's thronei 

And crowd to own my sway; 
Amid them all, I feel alonci 

For one is still away-; 
I ofk have watclied beside the do6r, 

And oft above the hill, 
But flfti, he comes to me no tnbre, 

And few the hqpe^hib ''Willi 
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THE 2>E8XETXP. ^ 
V. 

Yet there is Oue my grief that knows, 

Beyond the stairy skies; 
And when my brimM heart o'erflows, 

I raise my streaming eyes. 
And in an instant he comes near, 
* And Mthfiil with his love, 
Still wliispers, though forgotten here, 

I have a Friend above. 



TO ONE BEREAVED. 

1. 
In a full hearty a fountain deep of feeling, 

I dip mj pen, aud bid these numbeiB flow. ^ 
Yet fear, as sadly they along are stealings 

T shall too soon intrude upon thy woe. 
For there's a dreariness, in such a sorrow 

TVere immous to invade with fiimdship's dole; 
It is a night that knows not of a morrow; 

A weary wiiste, a winter of the souL 

n. 

Full 0% to desolated earth retumii^, 

The cheerly spring shall make it all re-bloom, 
And many a summer sun shall bright be burning, 

Ere time shall chase away thy bosom's gloom, t 
But I am weeping with ihee, lonely weeper. 

My spirit mingles in thy mournful wail, 
Breathes a lowdirgewhere lies thy little &leq)er, 

Tells its own anguish in thy newer tale. 



CHANGE. 

I 

I SAW grey Histoiy throw back the (Shrtain 

Of Empire's youth; 
'* How changingl" said the seer, no glory certain, 

Save that of Tbuth! 
See, liow the xoighty have gone down to nighty 
Since Time first spread his pinions for his flightl 

In my dread journey, I have seen the fountains 

Of the great deep 
Fiercely careering o'er earth's topmost mountains : 

AmigHiysweep 

Of His displeasure, at whose potent will 

A world rolls on, or universe stands stilll 
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SIC TBAKSIT. 

m. 
Aflsjnia^ Babylon, Ninuxxl and BelffhazTsar, 

The record swell ; 
Penda and Grecia, Gyros and Pelazzar, 

Arose and fell; 
Then Borne and Gsesar flitted o'er the page, 
And on my dial wrote— rthe Brazen Agel 

IV. 
How fle^ the Cycles of the orbsof heayaii 

On Time's swift wingi 
How oft the mystic number — seven I seven t 

The centuries ring ! 
How &st to midnight now the index flies^ 
When God shall tear his clock-work from the aides I 

V. 

In Palestine, it was the noon of ages . • 

When rose that Sun 
Predicted ia old prophets' hallowed pages, 

The glorious One, 

Whose happy kingdom stead&st shall abide^ 

When earth is lost in ruin's piighty tide I 
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810 TBANSIT. 
VI. 

Thrice five dim centuries again had hovered 

O'er ocean far, 
Where lay a second world all nndiscoTered; 

No- guiding star 
That dark, mysterious r^on to explorei 
When lo, Columbus leaped upon its shore! 

TIL 

Then saw %q loeests ^ strong r^i^^^ rfNHfi^igi 

Besistleisi, irude; 
How &11 the giants where his se^9 ww 9¥96i>ipg 

The solitude; 
T^tSI beauty reigned where monsters used to roam, 
And eaaiii's down-trodden found a glorious home. 



FOR CATHARINE'S ALBUM. 

I AK seated now, with my pen in hand, 

But the "gift" is gone, and my theme unplanned, 

And I cannot call £com the muses' hiU 

A single spirit' to wait my will. 

So I take your name and attempt to divine 

The hidden meaning of Catharine. 

C, calmTieffl, courage, confidence imparts 

A, adds admirers, advocates the arts, 

T, trusts to truth, tho' tried thro' trickling tears. 

H, rules the harmony that charms the spheres, 

A nd whoso's ears are dea^ it touches, and he hears. 

R, is religion, and its righteous reign, 

I, shuns applause, but ministers to pain, 

N, a nobility of soul displays, 

E, ends the verse, but breathes its last in praise. 
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THE ABSENT PASTOR 

r 

PiLA.CE OF God! — ^sweet river, flowing 

Down to every humble heart 
Faith ! with constant gloiy glowing, 

Do ye grief and gloom impart ? 
Why thus droop our hearts in sorrow? 

Gileadl hast thou lost thy balm? 
Will a storm arise to-morrow, 

Saviour ! which thou canst not calm? 

When the shepherd &i is taken 
From the flock that he hath led, 

And the lambs axe all forsaken, 
From his hand so often fed, 
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THS ABSENT FAST^B. 

Sadly o'er the pasture straying, 

'They lament the absent guide ; 
Tain the mead its chiarms displayingi 
Joy may there no more abide, 

IIL • 

Now— (th§ Eafift hath floTOj, haw fle^tl^l 

That sad, hapless flock are we, 
Zion's fold united sweetly ; 

But the shepherd — ^wbere is he ? 
Far in other lands, a stranger. 

He proclaims the Prince of Peace : 
Angels! guard his path from dapger, 

Till his toil and peril cease. 

IV. 

Soldier I take thy banner !— ever 

Spread it boldly to the breeze; 
Fear not I — ^hougbt our love shall sever, 

Time nor distance, land nor seas. 
Go Devoted 1 tell Ae sboiy ; 

Loud the trump of Zion blow ; 
Burning for thy Master's ^ory, 

JPilgrim — Shepherd — Soldier — ^go I 
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THE LIBEETY POLE. 



A Llbdrty Pol» was cut in fhe woods and erected at OoytesrOle, on 
I the Palisades, VoorUi of July, as part of tl&e liMfciiiUes 9f tbs 

I day. Tills Ode was iung on the occasion. 



Habe, liar^ in ike forest ^ ibomdeiti^^ M^d, 

As wlien a nation ir^olcesl 
T is a &!liing oak aa it ra^ th§ pcmd^ 

Witli the shouts of moxmlain Yokiosl 
like a. joyous song it rolls along, 

In mighly chorti^ cHantiz^ 
Here's work to do, ye strong and true^ 

The Tree of Freedom plantingi . 

n. 
They gather aronnd where tibe ^ant M, 

A band of the giant-hearted. 

And again the echoing anthems sw^ 

As the bra^cl^Bg Iptong^ axe partodl 
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THE LIB^BTY POLE. * 

Down, down to the depths of the caves below, 
Let the base of the spar be driven. 

And the tapering stem triumphantly grow 
To tbe lofty dome of heaven ! 

m. 
'Tis the glorious day of Libert's birth ; 

And while the world's chains are falling, 
Let us stretch our arms to the ends of the eartih, 

To her struggling heroes calling, — 
The girdle of Union that binds us now 

No tyranny e'er shall sever, 
By our towering shaft and its banner we vow 

To be free and*united foreverl 

IV. , 
All prabe to the patriM's Fbiend above, 

Lieffable in splendor ; 
Unto Him be songs of grateful love, 

Who was Washington's Defender! 
Sing, jfreemen, sing, while your axes swing 

Li mighty chorus chanting, 

Here's work to do, ye strong and true. 

The Tree of Freedom planting I 
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THE PEN. 

SoMB strive to be witty 
In prwsirig the pretty, 
And many a ditty 

Is written, I ken. 
Not lialf so sincerely, 
So dearly, or clearly, 
As may be made merely 

Concerning the pbk. 

It is a logidan— 
A mathematicilai — 
A mute rhetorician — 

A sage, a fool; 
A crafty contriver, 
A wicked conniver. 
That breaks for a stiver 

The Golden Rule. 
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THE PEN. 

lie Peal it has power 
To Bweeften tiie BOta^ 
To soothe the sad hour, 

And saddeoi iha g|tj; 
To conquer a hero, 
To soften a Nero, 
And shed upon 2^iq 

A melting ray. 

And then it is chilling, 
'Unwilling, or killing; 
Cuts (^ with a shilling 

The hopes of the heir. 
The storm of life's ocean 
That keeps it in motion, 
Drives somf to devotion, 

And some to despair. 

The sighs of the lover 
It puts under cover, 
And all the world over 
They silently pass, 
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THE PKK. . 

No mortal ear hearing 
Those cdghs so endearing, 
Until thej are cheering 
The rightful hsB. 

What ifcalth it (Ji^bt^sesI 
Full pockets and puise% 
And beautiful yersesi 

(like these) "with a stroke! 
W)iat comical capers 
It cats in the papers, 
Fuss, fury, and vapore — 
. All ending in smoke I 

The Pen does lihe fighting, 
The wronging and righting, 
Inviting and slighting, 

nSie praise and abuse : 
Yea, every profession 
Must make this concession- 
Oar pride and progression 

We owe to the goosel 
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FOB AN ALBUM. 



How like an album life's oft changing scene : 

Pore from our Maker's hand we fust appear; 
Our frontal picture, Innocence serene, 

In wonder gazing on a starting tear. 
Thence follow many the blank years of youth, 

With here and there a leaf of &ded flowers; 
Poor painted mockeries of nature's trulh, 

And yain resemblances of wasted hours. 
As on we turn, perchance the folios teem 

With dainty chapters, poesy and pit>se; 
But ah, how worthless oftentimes the theme ; 

Follies begin our book, and follies dose. 
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A MEDITATION. 

I. 

Li FB is a fleeting thing, 

Ever upon the wing, 
Transient the hoxurs that biing 

The night and day. 
Pleasures, like CTnthia's beam, 
Lorely a moment seem, 
Cloxids sail atibwart the gleam 

And hide the la j. 

Lore hatii the name of joj^ 

But Cupid, the arch boy, 

Oft doth the heart deooy 

To be deceired. 
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▲ MSDITATION. 

Friendship is but a word 
E'en as a tale absaidy 
Spokoiy but seldom heaid 
To be believed. 

in. 

Fame is a trompet's blast, 
Load, strong, but soon the last 
Note, into silence past 

Is heard no more. 
Laurels of triumph die 
Soon as the warrior's^ ^e 
Closes in death, — ^a s^dar-r 

And all is o'er. 

It. 
But fcxt tiie Ohmtia& ffodl 

Y«is} J ^m pole to pQl% 
Oceans of «oxzow xoll| 

Him to destroy; 
For, in Ihe deq^ sea, 
Hope shall Ins solace be, 
Andiaeteraity 

Fulkiets of joy. 
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THE POLISH MOWER& 



Eablt a spoiler came "^ 
And quenched a nation's name: 

That name was lost 
Tin that nation's wo 

Did overflow I 

i 
n. 

Wrung from the tTiant'B grasp, 
Prom slavery's iron dasp, 

Again unfurled 
The avenging Pole, 

HisBAKNEBOLl 
126 



TH8 POLISH MOWEBS.' 

"RAngiTig liifl alumbeiioig znight 
The peasant sought the fight 

Qirt with his scythe; 
For his work was then — 

To harvest men I 

IV. 

The EosciuscAK band 
Bade the oppressor standi 

And utter there 
To the rustic sword, 

flb warning word I 

V. 

Fiercely the foe rushed onl 

But fearful deeds were done 
On the field of death, 

Where the fiee blood flowed, 
And the mowers mowed I 



THB TEST. 



I. 

Ik ihy early prime, when ihy heart is gay, 

And a many voice calleih— up I away I ^ 
Away, and partake of the choicest things 
The world in its folly around the flings; 
Hnck every flower of ill delight 
That poisons the hearty and deceives the sight; 
If thou hast a friend, who a friend wonld proves 
He wiBr chide thy ooaise, thongh he, lose tiiylove. 

IL 

When the sign of manhood oomes on thy brow, 

And ambition pilots tby daring prow : 

Thoogh thy way be over the smoothest sea^ ^ 

And th6 prize of fiuM settoeth just aplea^ 
m 



THB T18T. 

Or ihy eager liaad be alieadj laid 
On the glorious goal thy deaiiea hare made; 
When thou dreamest not of aaliotir of care. 
True Mendship will counsel thee still— pieparel 

111. 
And when that the t^ is oSdih^ iftnd all 

Thy stateliest fitncyings fade and &11; 

When the ear of envy hath heard thy £une, 

And the blight of slander is on thy name; 

When fortune's propitious breezes &1I, ' 

And adversity shatters thy silken sail. 

And roaring suiges thy bark overwhelm, 

If thou hast a fiiend, he will seize the helm. 

IT. 

When hope's last sun is adown the west^ 

And shadows darken thy lonely breast ; 

When the bursting bosom can holi no inbrei 

And the foxmt of sorrow is running o'er; 

And tte wriflmig hM%, ift itti btaidng ^^Bfli 

Conceives a liiot^t H ir^re khi to t$U{ * 

Oh) tiien, tbt IIm trub aBbd enduiuig lov^ 

And the Biii»dirtte«Mai8ft»Jdbk«^ 
1* 



00KB flOMK 



Hs lias gone to ibis hom&—4os the eventide 

Is come, and Iiis toils ore o'er: 
Be liafl gone where his Marjr and babes abide 

And he never will leave them more. 

n. 
He has gone to his home-^or within the fold 

The flocE: of his kindl j oaie 
He has safely dosed, and a stone has rolled, 

That the wolves may not enter there. 

ra. 
He has gone to his home — for the climbing vines 

In dnstezing firaits abound ; 
He haa tied for the tendrils Iheur guiding ]ine% 

Andihd scions are pnmed around. 



60NS HOK& 
IV. 

He has gone to his home— for the laoe is ran, 
And the wreath is around his brow; 

The angels saw when the piise wis won. 
And they greet him in heayen now. 

V. 

He has gone to the rest of the righteous dead 

And sweetly shall he repose 
Till iiie day shall dawn on his peaceful bed 

That never shall know a dose. 



A PSALM IN THE PESTILENCE. 

L 

OhI Spiril^ by whose soyeTeiga hand 

A tiniveiso is swayed; 
Who looketh o'er our guilly land 

And maketh us a&aid; 
Behold, with deep contritioii's sigh, 

We at thy feet appear; 
Bow fiom thy habitation high. 

Oh, Deily I and hear. 

Our feet hare turned away fiom theoi 

To wander in the groves 
Of mammonite idolatry, 

And sinful, sensual loves. 
Vain pride our hearts hath lifted up; 

Thy laws we scorned to keep ; 
Drank deep of sin's unhallowed cup ; . 

Eevelledl— but now we weep! 
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PSALM Iff THE FESTILSNCS. 

iri. 
Oh, Godl we know thou long hast borne; 

Long spared the unfruitfiil tree; 
Yet stay the yengeance thou hast swom; 

Yet let thy creatures — be I 
Eetum thy sword upon thy thigh ; 

Conunand thine arrows back ; 
Nor let thy scathing fury fly, 

Throughout the destined track. 

IV. 
The angry finger of thy power, 

That taints the vital breath, 
And fix)m the mom to midnight hour^ 

Directs, ihe shafts of death, 
Remove; and fix)m thy mercy-seat 

The healthful spirit send; 
While now, all suppliant at thy fe^ 

Thy chastened people bend. 



TATTLETOWN. 



CoME^ Age and Youth, 
A tale of fancy, yet a tale of truth, 
I pray attend, while I reluctant tell, 
What woful times in Tatlktoim befeL 

Fair Tatiletownl 
Alas, that stars so bright so soon go dcmn. 
Time was its borders knew no sin noy harm; 
But that was only when it was a ferm. 

Soon fled its joys, 
When streets, and houses, trade^ and romping boys, 
And such disturbers of the rural peace, 
Qave frequent note of Tattletown's increase. 
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TATTLETOWN. 

Yet all was safe, 
While nought was said or done to vex and chafe * 
And people were content to buy and sell, 
And mind their business quietly and welL 

And still it grew ; 
A church was built| and eke a tavern too; 
For oft, in sooth, as elsewhere in the land, 
Their punch and piety went hand in hand. 

Eolledonayear; 
With health, and harmony, and social cheer; 
And then, alas, mystecious and sad. 
All Tattletown seemed saddenly stark mad. 

As yoUjhave seen,- 
Some mastiff and grimalkiT) on the green, 
With growl and scowl each other fieredy spj^ ^ 
So these grim neighbors each would each defy. 

. grievous fetel 
Such steady people in so queer a state. 
No head could nod, no eye could kindly glance, 
And friendly chat was scaioe as Dutch in Frazu>». 
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TATTLETOWK. 

All ties were rent; ^ 

The fondest love grew cold and discontent; 
The tavern raved like bedlam in. despair, 
And hatred triumphed in the Honse of Prayer. 

Physicians vain ; 
The epidemic's source could none explain. 
Nor how it spread with still augmenting rage, 
Till all seemed bears just broken out of cage. 

How passing strange I 
What could have wrought such melancholy change*/ 
What witeh, or wizard, fiend or spirit foul. 
Had made each cheerful chuin a churlish owl? 

Eevealed at last 1 
The days of doubt and mystery went past 
The baleM air that o'er the town had hung, 
Was found distilling from each Tattler's tongue f 
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MOENING. 



*Tis sweet to greet the glorious son, 

O'er eastern hills appearing, 
His swift, iintiring race to run, 

Througli azure skies careering; 
While grot, and cot, and rippling rill, 

And mead and yale kre smiling, 
And warbling birds the greenwood thrill. 

The ploughman's toil beguiling. 
To raise in praise earth's highest strain, 

To Him such bliss bestowing, 
wake, and break dull slumber's chain, 

While early mom is glowiQg. 
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GLAD TIDINGa 

L 

Ohitboh of the cross, rejoicel The hour 

That breala the sway of heathen power 

Chimes fix)m the Clock of Agesf Hark 1 — 

How doth that peal upon the dark 

Beceding centuries, appall 

The Watchmen each to other call. 

And lo I The shrines of Moloch ML 

n. 

Eejoicel ^ There dawns a glorious dayl 
The Smi of Truth with flashing ray, 
Chases the shades of error &r; 
And millions hail the Morning Star 
That brings the mental jubilee; 
The groping soul begins to see, 
And Universal Mind is free I 
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GLAD TIDINGS. 

m. 

Where Don and Danube roar along, 
Goes Tip .the all-inspiring song ; 
Far Gaudalqniver's plains reply, 
And Ural thunders back the ciy ; 
High Altay gives an answering nod, 
And Indus breaks the pagan rod, 
For light, and Liberty, and God! 

IV. 
The Lord hath put forth his hand. 
He hath spoken the word of might, 
And every heathen land 
Hath seen the inefiFable light! 
The glorious beaming, 
That long hath been gleaming 
From Calvary's blood-stained height^ 
Hath pierced the partition 
Of dark superstition, 
And vanquished idolatry's night 

V. 
Where the captive's breasrt; wa3 bared, 
To the sacrificial knjfe. 
The Christian's sign is reared, 
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OLAD TIDINGS. 

And the doomed are shouting "Life!" 

life, light, and salvation; — 

To every nation 

The tidings have freely flomi; 

From Greenland's bleak mountains, 

To Africa's fountains, 

Hath the silver trump been blown. 

VI. 

Afar, on the^golden shore 
Of India, it rends the air; 
And Juggemaulh's reign is o'er, 
For the cross^ planted there. 
And there it will flourish, 
For heaven will nourish, 
And water it as a tree 
Till its branches shall cover 
The spacious earth over. 
And all shall its excellence sea 

The glory of Islam fculsl ' 
Over mosque, over minaret, 
The word of the Lord prevails, 
For the sun of their day is set 
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GLAD TIDINaa. 

Mohammed's delusion 

Is set in concision; 

Vain, vain is the Mussnhnan's prayer, 

And yain his dissembling, 

His empire is trembling, 

For the finger of doom is there. 

vui. 
And Judah hath heard the call: 
He wakes from his long, long sleep, • 
The scales from his eyelids fill. 
And he turns him away to' weep ; 
To weep his delayicg, 
His erring and straying. 
So long from the chosen Onk; 
The Saviour receiving, 
The Gtospel believing. 
He yields — ^and the work is done. 

IX, 

The billow-tossed mariner now. 
Sees Jesus upon the main. 
And shouts from his gallant prow, 
** Over earth, over ocean reign 1" 
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GLAD TIDINGS. 

Come, Lord, and delirer 

The sea and iihe river, 

And the port from sin's control; 

Let sailors' rough voices 

Cry, "Zion rejoices I" 

From South to the northern pole.^ 

X 

The forest gives back the sound: 
The red man's rapture bursts, 
And reverberates around — 
Ho! every one that thirsts, 
Cornel come to the waters I 
His sons and his daughters, 
Are hastening to drink and live ; 
The wilderness ringing, 
Beplies to their singing. 
Forgiven 1 and we forgive. • 

XI. 

The combat yell hath ceased: 
Where the belted warrior stood, 
Stands now the Christian priest. 
With the battle-axe of God. 
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The triumpli is uigingl 
The Indian emerging 
From dark superstition's sway, 
Upraises his banner, 
And joins the hosannah, 
Fhat ushers the Gospd-dajr. 



ALL GONE.' 



I. 

The early bud of lUe, 

And the fall blooxxdog flower 
And the strong and stately 8tem| 
They are gone— in an hour I 

They are gone, they are gon^^ 
Like the tints of the sky ; 

While we said "how beautiful I" 
Lol ihey all haye'paased by. 

HL 
I see a lonely hearth, 

A patriarchal sire : 

There are empty seats for four, 

By the side of his flie. 
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ALL GONE. 
IV. 

They are gonel they axe gone! 

He calls to them in yain; 
Ah| old mani ihey hear thee not: 

They will never oome again. 

V. 

But thou wilt go to them; 

Thou art done with the eaiih: 
Thou hast nothing fixrtiher now 
With its woes or its miriL 

Tl. • 
The morrow thou shalt mark, 

A lone leaf on the blasts 
Then arise, and take thy sta£^ 

Thou art here for the last 

VIL 

And autumn winds shall say. 

As they sigh round the door,— • 
All are gone I to return — 
Nevermore— nevermore I 
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NOl^HINGa 



How lieedless the world of the wonderful trath, 
Familiax to- eveiy dpheiing youth, 
That, naught after naught, as right onward you go, 
To hundreds and thousands the magnitudes grow. 

" 'Tis naught I'^ says the heart, when it wishes to sin, 
Then opens and lets the iniquity in; 
But learns the sad lesson, full early and long. 
That slight as it seemed, 'tis a mountain of wrong. 

"TKs naught I" says the tempter, "for children to cheat^ 
And cover their guilt by a little deceit" 
But oh, when the sum of such nothings is shown, 
All honor and candor away will have flown. 
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NOTHINGS. 

Young Ned stole a penny fix^m grandmother's purse. 
"Tis nothing," said he, "I am nothing the worse." 
Yet all his mere nothings I shudder to name. 
He grew up a villain, and peiished in shame. 

Eliza was pert^ and would ha^ her own way; 
Nor parents nor teachers inclined to obey. 
'Twas nothing in childhood, but oh, with heryeara^ 
What bitter reflectionfl, what penitent tears. 

A boy took dolight in impaling a fly : 
" 'Tis nothing," said he, " for an insect to die:" 
Too cmd and sad his career to relate — 
A murderer's heart — ^and a murderer's fate I 

Dear children, no sin can be harmless or small, 
To Him who created and watches you all: 
Oh, raise your young hearts to your Saviour above^ 
And pray for humility, mercy and love. 
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AN EPITAPH. 



L 

Wee P, ye that pusa this hallowed ground, 

More for the living than the dead ; 
For tears on earth must still abound, 
But Fanny from all grief hath flei 

. n. 
Thou dear departed, to thy shade 

Thy mother's love haih raised this stone, 

Where soon she shall with ihee be laid, 

And thy memorial be her ^wn. 



THE WANDEBER 



I. 

The evening shadows were gathered o'er, 

In sweet repose upon hill and lea, 
The ploughman sat at his cottage door, 

The birds were flown to the forest tree, 
The zephyrs playfully swept along ^ 
As they bore the notes of a mournful song. 

'Twas poured so wildly upon the air, 
It seemed the burst of some deep despair 
As when the loving forever part, 
Or murmurs steal from a broken heart 

m. 
The thrilling tones of that sad, sad straio, 

Went moaning over the hill and lea— 

The peasant hied to the field again, 
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THS WANDEBSB. 
IT. 

The birds flew out of the forest tree — 
The xnill boy wended his way xnore slow, 
To list the waziderer's tale of wo. 

V- 
" O, once the beauty of youth was mine, 

And joy its flowers was wont to twine 

To deck my fair and unclouded brow, 

But these as dreams, I remember now. 

VI. 

Ah, once I dwelt in a peaceful home. 

And kindred voices were mingled there ; 
I deemed not then that I e'er should roam, 

Or drink of sorrow this bitter share, ^ . 
A wanderer here, to the winds to tell 
They are gone,* all gone whom I loved so well. 

vn. 
Ah, one there was when my hopes were high, 

My brightest star in life's morning sky ; 
Soon, f oon that light of my spirit fled 
To the shadowy land of the blessed dead I 
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VHB WANDERXB. 

vnL 
And well I wmh did mj mother lore 

Tha son that sfeajed har dedioing yean^ 

But her dear spirit is now above; 

Her kindly hand cannot wipe the tears 
That wo hath nrged to my hueless cheek, 
Nor her voice in soothing accents speak. 

IX. 

' Though eyes there are that are beaming bright, 
Though forms there are that are fair as light, 
Though smiles and love in them all there be, 
They beam and glow* but in vain for me." 

X. 

Deep murky shadows were gathered o'er, 

And. night came down upon hill and lea, 
The ploughman hied to his cottage door, 

The birds sped home to the sheltering tree. 
And in the tempest that swept along, 
Was lost that sad, mysterious song. 
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SEYASTOPOL. 



I 
Our fioua the icy North, 

Wild tumults thunder forth ; 

And where the echoes roll, 

Shrieks many a warrior's soul, 

Sevastopol I 

n. 

Sevastopol I Afar, 

A dread, portentous Star 1 

O star, what seest thou there, 

Down through the murky air?- 

Despair! despair^ 
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8ETAST0P0L. 

m. 

Vesuyiua of wrathl 

Fierce Moloch's blasted path I 
Yea star, thou sayest well — 
Thou seest where Satan fell I — 
Thou seest Eell I 

IV. 
O Bard of Britain's isle, 

Pipe the loud lay the while ; 

But no heroic stave, 

Shall bring the great and brave^ 

Up fiom the gravel 

V. 

Alas! BalaMavael 
Weep mountain, vale, and sea ! 
Buss, Albion and Gaul, 
One mighty dirge for all — 
Sevastopol ! 
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BEWABEi 



I. 
Love 'tis said, is very sweety 

Seems so gentle, speaks so &ir; 
Men and maidens, all jou meet — 
Hall or bower, home or street, 
Singing — "Love is very sweet!" — 
But beware! 

n. 

How we listen when he sings, 

Thinking all his song is true; 
Ah, we do not see his wings! 
lake a laden bee, he brings 
Stores of honey— but he stings 
Like it, tool 
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BEWABE. 

m. 
Blifls in ocean seems to roll. 

Ah, deliciotis — but too deep, 
Sootihing, wliile it drowns the sotdl 
Knell of tranquil pleasures — ^toUI 
Oh the sweet narcotic bowl — 
Fatal sleepi 

IV. 

Love is drawn in youthful mould; 

Would you know the reason why, 
None have ever seen him old! 
For, if weary he, or cold,' 
His sad story soon is told. 
He must diet 

vr. 

Changing as the fitful breeze, 

AU his fond professions nought; 
Like the wind among the trees, 
More to plundeir than to please: 
Cannot trust him— on his knees — 
Never oughtl 



BSWABE. 

vn. 

Such the elf who so alliiies 

Youih, xinwaiy of his snare: 
Ah, the pangs the heart endures 
When his yictiin he secusesl 
Be they neither wioe xK>y jotus-^ 
But bewarel 



PlLIAIi LOVB. 



L 

Maky ihii]^ in Nataie 

Beautiful there be, 
Bivulets aud rivers, 

Flowing to the sea; 
Dew-drops in the morning 

Sparkling in the sun; 
And the gilded hill-tops, 

When the day is done. 
Beantifol the floweis, 

And the blooming trees, 
And the yellow harvest, 

Waving in the breeze ; 
The reviving shower. 

When the Mds are dry; 
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miAh X1OT& 

And the tinted lainboWy 
Spanning all the sky; 

Earih and airobejkig . 
Eadi diyine decree ; 

Many things in Nature 
Beautifdl ihere be. 

n. 
Yet the heart's emotions 

Fairer still may prove, 
Streams of earnest feeling. 

Mowing into love ; 
Dew<diops of compassion, 

In sweet woman's eye ; 
And the brow of manhood, 

Where truth's sunbeams lie 
Showers oi blest kindness. 

Wben afflictions call ; 
Gratitude, like rainbows, 

Beaming over all. 
Nature thus, and goodness^ 

Many things declaie, 



Wondosfidii&liMniSrr 

That oa t$sakixivfhfr^: 
Filial I^oyii fi«ttftl 



THE BEiaHT" SIDB. 



L 

Look upon tibe bright ade^ 

Oh ye sad and poor, 
All thui^rhavie a right ffide, 
The Bright ade! 

Every iH a cmi«, 

Oh ye sad andpoer. 

• 

Purest in t}kQ cbiqp waU 
The sweet wi^teis li^ 

Heart, if th<mirouldrt do^ veil. 
The Deep Well 
Of affiction tiy, — 
Drink, to live — ^to dial 
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THE BBiaHT 8I])& 

m. 

Fairer dpQi the vine fp^w^ 

For the pruner's knife; 
Wonldst thou make the wine flow, ^ 
The Vine grow, 
Wage tmceasing strife 
With the weeda of life. 

IV. 

Farthest in the midnight^ 

Nearest to the dawn; 
Morning's beams will bid nighl^ 

The midnight, 
. Flee the gloomy lawn,— • 

Comes the rosy dawn. 

• 
V. 
Look upon the bright Ade^ 

Oh ye sad and poor, 

All things have a right side, 

The Bright Side! 

Oh ye sad and po(»rI 

Every ill a cure. 
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. FAITHFUL JAKE. 



▲IftdylukTliiff a handiome dog that became too matareand sturdy fi>f 
a parlor pet, gaye him away. He was subsequently killed while 
deftnding bravely his master's premises at night His name WM 
Jake. 



SiKG a reqxiieni for Jake — 
Onoe y beautiful and young : 

Sleeping now no more to wake. 
Let a mournful diige be sung-« 

Weep, O willow, o'er his head; 
Poor JakB is dead I 

Muse, his virtues now declare; 

Let the Bard his deeds rehearse : 
Dog so brave in every hair, 

Let him live again in v^:se : 
Li this doleful, dog-grel strain^ 
Now live again. 
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JAKE. 

Bom to be a beauty's pet, 
Nurtured in her maiden lap ; 

Ah, methinks I see Ixim yet, 
Sipping firom her palm his pap, 

In that paradise with her ; 
O, happy cur ! 

Sped the time, and hpw he grew ; 

Pleasures, ah, how swift they more ; 
Blissful moments how they flew. 

Jake was soon too old to loy e ; 
Gentle, joyous, strong and l^old. 
But ah, too old I 

0, the cheating dream of youth ; 
. O, the dreary days beyond ; 
Dog, or man, how sad the truths 

Woman's heart no more is fond, 
When the bloom of youthful years 
No more appears 1 

Jake must find aoofUier hom§: 

Nestle near 8c»ne w&rm^ heart; 
Wheresoever he may go^ 
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Now j&oni ]^ lie moBt depOEt 
Jake,tbj i»}atws)s mlb it go^ 
And thou must go. 

Courage, Jak;e I tjiy tail uprear : 
Jjore shall yet rewaxd thy worth ; 

Thou shalt find some friend sinceiei 
And beside some glowing hearth, 

Growl defiance to all care, 
And all the fair. 

Follow him, my truthful pen, 
By ih^ liyer, o'er the le% 

Up the hill, and doryn tjas gleo; 
What a gallant dog was he. 

Trusty, fearless, wide-awake — 
Ah, matchless Jake ! ^ 

Now no guardian at the gate. 

No swift herald at the door ; 
Bower and garden desolate. 

He is romping there no more. 
Silent avenue and lawn, 
For Jake is gone. 
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Gone^ the tenor of the slj, 
Bootmg pigs xnay yentoie out; 

Thieving fowls abroad may fly, 
No stem sentinel about^ 

No avenger now to dread, 
For Jake is dead I 

Lay him gently by the brook, 
Deep beside the mossy stone, 

In the cool secluded nook. 
Where he loved to sit alone : 

This strange legend o'er him penned- 

A WAJTBFVL .TBIKSD. 
I6i 



THE GATR 



Tell me that sweet stoiy tTndei 

That you pibmised to relate, 
When together we were walking, 

Down the garden to the Gate. 
It reminded you of something, 

You had read oi^ or had seen; 
Something pleasant that had happened, 

Maybe, when you saw the Queen. 

Then my unde touched his forehead, 

As the thought he wonld recall, 
But he seemed to l>e oblivious, 

Conld not recollect at all. 
In his books, and in his traveL^ 

Many a gate he knew indeed, 
But of one with a sweetstoiy. 

Who conld erer hear or read? 
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THS GAT& 

K I would permit a seimoiii^ 
Haply soon the doubt should cease ; 
' Lo, the narrow gate of Virtue, 
And its ploaoant paths of peace. 

Enter at the radiant portal, 
Happy every maiden there; 

Flowers of tmli forever Uc»»uflgi 
life immortal in ijie air. 

Shun the fatal gate of Folly ; 

Buin.in her jewelled arm, 
Sorrow in her gaudy bowers, 

Death in «vei7 seemiag charm* 
SadMoa aod liia gatos of Oaza. 

Too^ W^ W il»fcEQ{9%9 talf, 
How a beautiful Delilali 

May o'er ziughty IBM prwafi t 

You may read ^i^ Tr(^ta atisji 
How a lucMffi g^ tb$7 made; 

To receive Ih^ ^ff«t^ wyadtfTj 
In a woo4/ea T^o^m iiODLTeye^f 

Noble and h^aiQ J!i»iny) 

Thus tp sofi^t SKtsad a fikle^ 
lee. « 



For a Mr but faiihtowjBftUpi 

Teoiptedfio&i^faosbiu^ gatft; 
ShaU I teUyoa of &0 Hml^gfllQi 

Fast by MttUkhatta'0 sboiie; 
Or the gate of El-dorado, 

WlioBO^ th$7 bxmgihe goldeti cd^ 
Or yontdtgate^' ip^ei^lhe^ttiytiler, 

Prince oTjpGUmii tftifri&uat pn^; 
ITeti as all Ou li&'A brief joionflj 

Weep liiieir tribute by ibu way. - 

Gates rpmantic andhistoric^ - 

Gix>wdiiigan ihe^pote «f iaina^ 
Ever sinoe the gates of Eden 

Opened Earth, to love and crime. 
Gates of castles, gates of dnngeons^ 

And tbe flood-gate at the mill; 
But the one witha sweet stoiy 

He <y>xdd not remember stiH 

Seeing then my disappointment, 
Uncle seemed to tiy again ; 

Ob, ab, yes, — a scene last ey^ung, 
IGght the mystery explain. 
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TBS QATS. 

He was editing at lus oasement^ 
Mixong in the Moon^s biiglit beam, 

When a footstep down the gardeni 
Bioke hiB meditatiye dieam. 

And, fittd he^ wonld jou believe i% 

Ab I held my brea& in check; 
I saw Edward at the wicket, 

With— your orm around his neekl 
And lie whispered a sweet stay, 

As he drew yoi; to his breaEft, 
Then, ^bnt here I stopt my nnde,— 

And he SicMt teU the rest. 
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OITT TO BATTLE. 

i. 
Up, ye Nations I — Fame is calfing ; • 

There is glory to be won : 

Dark the storm of War is &]ling— 

Every soldier to his gun I 

Hear the dash, the roar, the rattle ; • 

Hear the ciy — 

Up ye natiODs I— on* to h^iAp 1 — 

Daretodiel 

n. 

Out to battle !:— live in story : 

Who wonld breathe a craven breath? 
Who, to win a soldier's gloiy, 

Wonld not die a soldier's death ? 
Drum and trump, the heavens rending^ 

Bouse the van — 
Onward I — ^hilt to hilt contending-^ 
Man ta man. 
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out TO BATTLS. 

in. 
What the groans of fdl the djiiig 

Or ihe dJoaal fifiids of dead; 
* If the baimer still be flying 
O'er the ghastly, " gory bed I'^ 
0n\via3 slffl; ye living l^gtoQS--- 

Strike ihe blow I 
Bloed l--^tb ear&'il remotest r^^^sm 
Letit flow. 

IV. 
What though th^ be widower weeping; 
What Qumgh orphans pi^e Ibr btead? 
They disturb no hero, ideeping 
^ In the heaps of mangled dead. 
Haste from all ignoble duty — 

Spurn your femis: 
Bravely now, for " beaut;^---booty,^ 
Bush to arms! 

V. 

Leave the. plow, the Bfeythe, the sowing, 

All ye dwellers of the gleii : 
Th^e'be other Adds for mowing- 
Mowing now youf Ml0ir4Mi, 
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OUT TO BATTLE. 

Gloiy every breast inspiring, 

Seize the brand I 
Strike, and see a world ezpiiing 

By your band I 

VL 

Ab, ye Christians I Ck>d is calling ; 

There is gloiy to be won : 
Dark the storm of war is fiQling : 

There is duty to be done. 
Hear the clash, the roar, the rattle ; 

Hear the ciy : 
Oat| to y onr Bedeei^efa battle^ 
Dare to die I 



Vk^ 



VI. 

I 



I 



V 
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